O  y  E         OF        THOSE         MYSTERIES

the explosions of the bombs. Alone in their truck
the two Bren gunners poured burst after burst of
machine-gun fire at the 'planes as they dived and
climbed, without, however, achieving any success.

In the ditch the Adjutant found himself next to the
Regimental Orderly Officer.

" No doubt, now, about what happened to those
orders," he shouted in his ear. " This is pretty quick
work. Peter Forbes's impersonator must possess a
short-wave transmitter. After being in that chateau
for two days without a bomb, I can't believe this
attack is just a coincidence."

When the Stukas flew off, they emerged from the
ditch to inspect the damage. Two men had been
blown to pieces and the ration lorry was in flames.

"We've been lucky," commented the Adjutant.
" We may go a bit hungry, but if that's our complete
dose for to-day we have nothing to grumble about.
Let's hope the Batteries come off no worse."

Leaving the ration lorry to burn itself out the
column remounted and completed its journey to new
headquarters without further incident. On their way,
at a cross-roads outside a small village, they dropped
the Second-in-Command, a Major, whose duty it was
to await the arrival of the Batteries and go forward
with the Troop Commanders to reconnoitre the gun
positions in the new area.

It was quite dark when the Second-in-Command
finally arrived at the farmhouse where new R.H.Q.
had been established. He wore a very worried look.

" What's happened ? " asked the Adjutant, appre-
hensively. " Anything wrong ? Did the Batteries
have a rough passage ? "

" Not on the road," replied the Second-in-Command
grimly. " Their packet was being kept for them till
they arrived. D'you know, the whole of our area is
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